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He settled down in his big writing-chair,
and held the letter poised cornerwise between
his finger-tips, blowing it round like a toy-
windmill. He knew Boston's writing better
than his own. When his bank book came to
him in an envelope he had himself addressed,
he was always a little surprised at the writing.
The pleasure of getting a letter from Boston
was so great that he would sharpen the fine
point of it by delaying. It was a fat letter,
too. How fond he was of Boston! Boston's
strangeness only added to his love. Some-
times he felt that he would give more for a
sudden gesture of affection from Boston than
for anything else in the world, and that he
was hungering for some final acknowledge-
ment by Boston of his place in his life. The
smallest, slightest gesture would be enough;
he could not mistake it, and it would suffice
him for ever. . . .

He was almost shy of opening the letter.
Something had been going on in Boston's
mind during that queer week. At moments
he had thought that Boston positively hated
him; then he made up his mind that Boston
repented having called to him. One did not
give up one's fortified positions without pain,
without hatred even. Perhaps the letter